One of tie Four Holy Cities of Iraq
beaten silver, but square instead of having the pointed
finish of the other decoration. I could not ask, being afraid
to speak.
Luckily, as we were women, it was not our business to
thank the Sayid. Our host did so, while we slipped into
the court to the Keeper of Shoes, who beats the Savoy
cloakroom attendant, for he gave us our own pairs without
a word of explanation, though he could see nothing
except our shapeless silhouettes and the cotton stocking
which I had allowed to droop over my ankle to make it
look more genuinely like female Baghdad.
As we stood there a water carrier came up, dressed in a
short tunic to the thighs, his pointed jar hung by a
strap across his shoulders and a brass saucer in his hand.
" Water of the Way. The water that was refused to our
lord Husain on the Day of Kerbela*" I paid four annas
like the rest, and wondered if I committed sacrilege by
pouring away the water, for the public bowl was used
by too many sick and maimed to be tempting. Nothing
was said. We stepped out of the sacred enclosure, over
the high threshold, under the chain, into the dark bazaar.
Our tram, clanking like Juggernaut, took us back through
the starlight: we had a last view of the golden domes: the
four minarets and their lights shone clear and still against
the midnight sky.
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